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calmly, looking not at Athling but al his aunt, ''is to give the
populace constant employment. That is not done by Pageants. Is
it, Aunt Elizabeth?"'
"Wliat about the municipal factory. Sir?" threw in young
Athling.
'"May I ask if you have seen that concern?" said Philip.
"Seen it? No ... Yes ... I mean I've been to their new
shop in George Street and bought some . . . some little things."
"May we hear what things, Mr. Athling?'7
"Charming things!" broke in Rachel. *Tve got lots of them
in my room upstairs/'
"I'm glad you Ye found something, Lady Rachel, among their
toys, that thrills you so much, but I'm afraid Mr. Dekker will
agree with me that the men employed in making those toys are
being rapidly unfitted for any properly paid job. They hardly
give 'em enough to live upon. I expect you did not know that,
Mr. Athling."
"They're going to let me design some figures for them, Mr.
Crow," said Rachel irrelevantly.
"Who is?" enquired Philip.
"Mr. Barter," the girl answered.
"Barter!" Philip brought out these two syllables as if he had
been King James referring to Guy Fawkes. "I suppose you've
heard, Dekker, the inside story of that man's leaving me? It had
to do with------" He stopped abruptly remembering that the
victim in the story had just been handing him those rock cakes
he had enjoyed so much. "Well, at all events," he went on, low-
ering his voice a little, out of respect to Lady Rachel if not to
Tossie, "Barter, as we know him, isn't exactly the sort of person
that any concern would be proud of. I've never heard, either, that
he knows very much about the manufacturing of toys. You can't
do these things in that sort of slipshod, amateur, arts-and-crafts
way."
"Why do you say carts-and-crafts' so disparagingly, Sir?"
threw in Edward Athling.
Elizabeth intervened. "I can explain that" she said. "When
Philip was at Cambridge there was a lot of aesthetic tittle-tattle
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